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POETRY: A Magazine oj Verse 

The dew-flattened vines by my window 
Are all of one innocent green. 
Nothing so young as that green — 
An outline cut by a child 

From a soft new blotter. 

But when the light grows, 
They suck up a pert chiaroscuro — 
Gold, meretricious, knowing high-lights, 
Hopelessly clever. 

Their poems 
Dry in the sun. 



THE ONLY CHILD 

You are not one child only, 
Little one, daughter my dear — 

Hundreds of shadowy children 
Follow you everywhere. 

Babies in twilighted corners 

Play with your outgrown things; 

They whisper forgotten stories, 
They dance in gossamer rings. 

Hundreds of outgrown children 
Look from your candid eyes; 
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Butterfly, ceaselessly living 
In a swarming of butterflies. 

You race through the garden doorway, 
And swift, like a silvery band, 

The cobweb of children is after you . . 
But the last one holds my hand. 



LILL ANGELS 

Mammy rocks the baby 

In the wallflower-colored gloom; 
All the floor rocks with her, 

And the slumber of the room. 
Like the broad, unceasing trade-wind, 

Like the rivers underground, 
Rolls the universal rhythm 
And the rich, primeval sound: 
All de liir angels, 
All de baby's angels, 

Swingin' on de tree; 
Forty-one lilV angel', 
Fifty-two lill' angel', 
Sixty-fo' lill' angel', 
Sebbenty-t'ree. . . . 

On the glory of the sundown, 
Of the wallflower-colored skies, 
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